By Breanna Mekuly

-

ome say it's the wind that bring
- in pieces
battered and broken.
Here it is we gather -
- wherever "here" Is, | suppose.
| can'’t find fullness
but | can see the colors of the evening sky mesh
_blue to purple to pink t&oranglsh
—— wﬂheutthe clouds it's like they are all one.
So completed. So absolute.
But it comes too early.
| was only away for a mom g R
and‘ﬁfrea‘dy the worLd,JaaS‘— med dark.
*tr)o early




